The comicall Hiftorie of 

or good Lamcelet lobbe, vfe your legges, take the ftarf, runnej. 
way, my confciencc fayes no; fake heede honeft Lamcelet, take 
heede honeft lobbe , or as afore-fiiide honeft Lamcelet Iobbe , doe 
not runne, fcorne running with thy heeles ; well, the mefteora- 
gious fiend bids me packe, fia (ayes the fiend, away laves the fiend 
for the heauens roufevpa brauc minde fayes the fiend, and runne; 
well, my confidence hanging about the neckc of my heart, fayei, 
very wifely to mee : my honeft friend Lamcelet beeing an honeft 
mans fonne, or rather an honeft womans fonne, forindeedemy 
Father did fbmething fmacke, fomething grow to ; he had a kinde 
of taft ; well, my confciencc fayes Lamcelet bouge not, bougc fayes 
the fiend, bouge not fayes my confcicnce, confcience fay I you 
counfaile wcl,fiend fay I you counfaile well.to be ruld by my con- 
fcience, I fhould ftay with the Iewe my Maifter, (who God blefle 
the marke) is a kinde of deuill ; and to runne away from the Iewe I 
mould be ruled by the fiend, who fauing your reuerencc is the de- 
uill himfelfe : certainely the Iewe is the very deuill incarnation, and 
in my confcience, my confciencc is but a kinde of hard confci- 
cnce, to offer to counfaile mee to flay with the Iewe; the fiend 
giues the more friendly counfaile: I will runne fiend, my heeler 
arc at your commaundcment, I will runne. 

* 

Enter oH Gobbo with a basket. 

Cobbo Maifter young-man. you I pray you, which is the wav 
to Maifter Iewes ? ' 

Lamcelet. O heauens, this is my true begotten Fathcr,who be- 
ang more then land blinde, high grauell blinde, know es me not, I 
Will try confufions with him. 

to Maifter]* 3 '^ ^° Un ® Gentlemanjpray you which is the way 

Lamcelet. Turne vp on your right hand at the next turning, 
but at the next turning of all onyour left ; marry at the very next 
turning unne ofno hand, but turne downc indircftly to the Iewes 

gobbo. Be.^^IsibntiestwiUbcahardway Coliit, can you tel! 


the Merchant of Venice . 

mee whether one Lamcelet that dwcls with him, dwell with him 

Lamcelet. Talkeyou ofyoung Maifter Loanee let, 'marke mce 
oowe, nowe will I raife the waters; talke you of young Maifter 

^Gobbo. No Maifter fir, but a poore mans Sonne, his Father 
thouo-h I fay’tis an honeft exceeding poore man , and God bee 

thanked well to liue. f 

Loanee. Well, let his Father be what a will, wee talke or young 
Maifter Lamcelet. 

Gob. Your worfhips friend and Lamcelet fir. 

Lamce. But I pray you ergo olde man, ergo I befcech you, talke 
you ofyoung Maifter Lamcelet. 

Gob. Of Lamcelet ant plcafeyour maifterfhip. 

Lamce. Ergo Maifter Lamcelet, talke not of maifter Lamcelet 
Father, for the young Gentleman according to fates and defte- 
nies, and fuch odd fayings, the fitters three, and fuch braunches of 
learning, is indeede deccafed, or asyou would fay in plainc termes, 
gone toheauen. 

gobbo. Marry God forbid , the boy was the very ftaffe of my 
age, my very prop. 

Lamcelet. Doe I looke like a cudgel! or a houell poft, a ftaffe, 
ora prop : doe you know me Father. 

Gobbo. Aiacke the day, Iknowe you not young Gentleman, 
but I pray you tell race, is my boy GOD reft his fbule aliue or 
dead. 

Launcekt. Doe you not know me Father. 

Gobbo. Alack fir I am fand blind, 1 know you not. 

Lamcelet. Nay, in deede if you had your eyes you might fayle 
of the knowing mee: it is a wife Father that knoweshis ovvne 
childe. Well, oldc man, I will tell you newes ofyour fonne, giue 
mee yourblelfing, trueth will come to light, muder cannot bee 
hiddc long, aroannes Sonne may, but in the endc trueth vwll 
out. 

Gobbo. Pray you fir (land vp , I am lure you arc not Lamcd?t 
my boy. 
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